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  His parents had to be kidding.


  When his parents rented a cabin in Maine, Charlie Baker didn’t think it was a great idea. For one thing, he wanted to spend the weekend with his best friend. Jacob owned all the cool video games. And now that school was out for the summer, it was playtime.


  Then the plan went from bad to worse.


  “The cabin is in the woods,” said his mother. “There’s no electricity.”


  “But it’s on a lake,” said his father. As if water would help.


  His parents had to be kidding. The Bakers were city people. They lived in a Boston apartment, fifteen floors up. Sure, you could see some trees if you looked down from a window.


  Then his father unfolded a map on the kitchen table. He pointed to a big blue spot. It looked like someone had spilled ink on the paper.


  “There it is,” he said. “Lake Fortune.”


  No, they weren’t kidding.


  That’s when Charlie’s older sister flew into the room. Clarissa was known to be a drama queen. And she’d been listening at the door.


  “Do my ears deceive me?” Clarissa asked. “No electricity for an entire summer?”


  “Don’t be silly,” said Mrs. Baker. “It’s just for two weeks.”


  “When you’re ten years old, two weeks is a big deal,” Clarissa protested. “Do the math.”


  “Oh, by the way,” said Mr. Baker. “You leave your phones and iPads here. They’ll be waiting for you when you get back.”


  There was a moment of silence, just like there is at some funerals.


  “Is this a scientific experiment?” asked Clarissa. “Is the government paying us?”


  “You have one day to get packed,” said Mrs. Baker. “We leave in the morning.”


  If you asked Charlie, his parents seemed to be enjoying this. And why didn’t they give their children a warning? Why were they just now being told about the cabin?


  Clarissa twirled a chunk of long brown hair around one finger. It’s what she did when she had a big problem to solve. Then she grabbed an orange from the fruit bowl on the counter.


  “Well, family, I’m afraid I won’t be going,” she said. “But I do hope you have fun. See you in two weeks.” And then Clarissa stomped down the hallway to her bedroom. The orange had no choice but to go with her.


  “Be sure to pack a heavy jacket!” her mother yelled after her.


  “And warm socks!” said Mr. Baker.


  “But I’m allergic to trees!” Clarissa shouted.


  Then her bedroom door slammed hard.


  “Now you know why we didn’t tell you sooner,” Mr. Baker said to Charlie.


  “She’ll get over it,” said Mrs. Baker.


  Charlie doubted this. He knew his sister very well. If Clarissa was the drama queen, Charlie was the quiet one. And since she was ten years old—one year older than he was—he didn’t mind letting her act like the boss. But this time Clarissa was right to get upset. Who wanted to spend even one week at a cabin in Maine with no electricity? Charlie knew what happened when a bad storm passed over the city and the power went out. No lights. No television. No blow-dryer. And the refrigerator started to melt like a snowman in June. Everyone got all worried until the juice came back on.


  Now they were going, on purpose, to where there would be no electricity for two weeks? Someone wasn’t thinking right. And it wasn’t Charlie.


  Clarissa had appeared again in the kitchen. How did she always do that without a magic carpet? She was holding her phone up high, as if she were the Statue of Liberty.


  “I just talked to Janie,” Clarissa said. Janie was her best friend. “And Janie talked to her parents. I can live with them for the next two weeks. Don’t forget to send a postcard, family.”


  Then she spun on her heel and disappeared again.
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   “Welcome to my worst nightmare.” —CLARISSA BAKER, Drama Queen


  The drive up to Lake Fortune seemed to take a year, even though his father said it would be five hours. Charlie felt like he was on his way to prison, just without the handcuffs. As the car sped along, he stared at the back of his father’s head. Then he stared at his mother’s pink cap. He used to tease her when she wore her baseball cap to play golf. But after two weeks in the woods, would anything seem funny to him again? He kept hoping one of his parents would turn around and say, “Okay, we were kidding! We’re going to Disney World!”


  But that didn’t happen. They weren’t kidding.


  As soon as they got in the car, Clarissa had put on her sleep mask. Any time they traveled somewhere on an airplane, she wore that stupid mask. It made her look like a large, black-eyed bug. She said it was because the sun was too bright. But Charlie figured she did it for attention. Now, on the entire drive to Maine, Clarissa wore her mask. Even when they stopped for lunch, she refused to take it off. So their mother got takeout for Clarissa, who ate in the back seat of the car.


  What was great, though, is that she also didn’t speak a single word. Charlie was hoping she’d stay that way for two weeks,
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  but he knew better. Clarissa was famous for giving her family the silent treatment. Usually, she could last only an hour or two before she had to talk again. Otherwise, she’d probably burst.


  Finally, Charlie saw a sign that said WELCOME TO LAKE FORTUNE. POPULATION: 1,857. Just past the sign, the car turned off the main highway and onto a gravel road. It sounded to Charlie like they were driving over eggshells. Clarissa sat up. She took off her sleep mask and looked around.


  “It’s like the opening to a horror film,” she said.


  “There must be a million trees,” said Charlie.


  The gravel road twisted like a snake through the tall pines. They soon came to the lake, which was sparkling in sunshine. It looked as if white diamonds were dancing on the water. Charlie spotted a small rocky island just offshore. Out on the lake, dark-colored birds floated on the water. A motorboat sped past, white waves following it. The birds arched their necks and disappeared beneath the surface.


  “Loons,” said his father. “They’re diving birds.”


  “Isn’t the lake beautiful?” asked his mother.


  “It would be prettier on a postcard,” said Clarissa.


  Mr. Baker turned the steering wheel again, and the car left the gravel road.


  “You didn’t use your blinker, Dad,” said Charlie. His parents laughed out loud at his joke. But Charlie knew his sister wouldn’t even smile at something funny he said. It was another one of her habits that annoyed him.


  “We’re in the last cabin at the end of the lake,” Mr. Baker said.


  They drove down a wide, grassy trail surrounded on both sides by towering pine trees. Finally, the car stopped in front of a cabin. The lake glistened beside it, a stone’s throw away.


  “There it is, kids,” Mr. Baker said proudly.


  Charlie and Clarissa both stared.


  “Did it fall off a truck?” asked Clarissa.


  Charlie had to admit that the cabin appeared to be neglected. The porch steps were crooked. Shingles were missing from the roof. And one of the windows had black electrical tape over a long crack.


  “Welcome to your new home for the next two weeks,” said Charlie’s mother.


  “Welcome to my worst nightmare,” Clarissa muttered.


  Charlie noticed what looked like a narrow dollhouse sitting in the woods behind the cabin. It had one small door in the front. On the door was painted a yellow crescent moon.


  “What’s that funny little building?” he asked.


  “It’s an outdoor toilet,” his father said. And then he grinned.


  “That’s where we will go to the bathroom,” said his mother.


  Charlie was now certain they were enjoying this. Is this why they had children? So they could torture them?


  “Okay, parents, now I get it,” said Clarissa. She sighed a breath of relief. “This is one of those TV shows where you play tricks to embarrass your loved ones. Where’s the camera? Up in that tree?” She tilted her head and looked up.


  “We’re not kidding,” said Mr. Baker.


  They weren’t kidding. That was their bathroom for the next two weeks.


  Mrs. Baker opened the trunk and pointed at bags of groceries. Clarissa frowned. But she picked up two bags and followed her mother up the steps.


  “Get some of that wood,” Mr. Baker said to Charlie. He pointed at a woodpile. “We’ll need a good fire to cook our supper.”


  Was he serious?


  Their city apartment had a gas fireplace. Charlie had never been near a pile of wood in his life. He picked up one stick and looked at it. How many sticks did it take to make “a good fire”? It sounded like a problem they should have had in math class. Then he’d know the answer. He loaded his arms with four pieces of firewood and followed his family into the cabin.
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   “Family, we’re being attacked!” —CLARISSA BAKER, Drama Queen


  The place looked nice enough on the inside. At least there didn’t seem to be any wild animals living in it. Mr. Baker picked up a shiny pail sitting on the counter.


  “Let’s go fetch some water, Charles,” he said.


  “Fetch?” asked Clarissa. “Is that a country word? And isn’t there a faucet we can turn on?”


  “Nope,” said Mr. Baker. “There’s no running water.”


  “They’re kidding, right?” Charlie whispered to his sister. He had no idea how to fetch anything, much less water. Wasn’t that what dogs did to tennis balls?


  His father handed him the pail.


  “Now you know how the Pilgrims felt,” Clarissa whispered back. “But I bet the Mayflower had an indoor toilet.”


  The small brook Charlie and his father found near the cabin was pretty cool. A frog jumped into the water just as they walked up. Overhead, a squirrel sat watching from a large birch tree. Then it scampered off into the top branches.


  “Mom brought drinking water for us,” said Mr. Baker. “But we’ll use this brook water for cooking and washing up.”


  Charlie looked down at the dock that jutted out into the blue lake. A motorboat was tied up there. He knew his father had rented them one. He wondered what Jacob was doing right then. And if he’d gotten any new video games. Then he followed his father back to the cabin. He even carried the pail of water himself.


  Mrs. Baker had a fire going in the stove. Clarissa was stacking cans of food onto a kitchen shelf. CLUNK. CLUNK. CLUNK. It was her way of telling the world she was not happy. His mother smiled when Charlie gave her the pail of water.


  “The spaghetti will be ready in no time,” she said. “I’m waiting for the water to boil.” Charlie watched as she opened a jar of pasta sauce and dumped it into a pan. So much for home-cooked meals. He hoped he didn’t starve to death. Maybe he could ask that squirrel if it had any nuts to spare.


  CLUNK. CLUNK. CLUNK.


  For some strange reason the spaghetti tasted really good. So did the chocolate cake for desert. Mr. Baker had opened a window so they could enjoy the lake breeze. Now a strange noise echoed in off the water. It sounded like part yodeling and part wailing. Clarissa dropped her fork.


  “Family, we’re being attacked!” she screamed.


  “That’s a loon call,” said Mr. Baker. “Those were the birds we saw earlier on the lake. You two city kids have a lot to learn about the country.”


  “Well, we don’t meet many loons on the T,” said Clarissa. Charlie tried hard not to smile. But it was pretty funny. Loons on the T, which was what locals called the subway.


  “I brought a bird book,” said his mother. “We can look them up later.”


  A bird book? Charlie and Clarissa exchanged a fast look. Clarissa rolled her eyes back.


  After supper the family walked down to the lake. The sun had just dropped below the horizon, and now the sky was glowing a soft blue.


  “This is the time of day known as twilight,” said Mrs. Baker.


  Charlie looked up at the sky. Already some bright stars were blinking. There was no way he could see this many stars in the city.


  The sound of lake water hitting the dock was like a lullaby.


  “See that bright ball?” Mr. Baker asked. He pointed to a patch of sky over the island. Charlie looked and saw that it was Venus. “It looks like a bright star,” Mr. Baker continued. “But it’s really a planet called Venus.”


  Clarissa was standing next to Charlie. He heard her do her famous sniff. If you didn’t know Clarissa, you’d think she had a cold when she sniffed. But she didn’t. It was her way of saying, “This is getting boring, family!” Charlie suddenly felt sorry for his parents. After all, they were trying so hard to be interesting. And they were only grown-ups.


  “That’s cool, Dad,” he said, hoping it would help. He decided not to remind his parents about school trips he’d taken to the planetarium. It was at the Museum of Science. But it was still pretty neat to be standing under the real stars, and not fake ones.


  “What’s that bright ball over there?” Charlie asked. He pointed
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